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Preface.
This is the third book in the series of simplified 
English books for Estonian schools. The other two are 
“Ivanhoe” and “The Deerslayer”.
Only those words of the third and following 
thousands according to Prof. Thorndike’s list have been 
explained in the vocabulary on page 51.
The People in this Story.
Sara Crewe ('ssoro kru:) — The chief person
Miss Minchin (Tnint/in) — Her teacher
„ Amelia Minchin (d'mkljo) — Miss Minchin’s sister 
Ermengarde St. John ('a:minga:d 'sindgon) — A pupil 
Mrs Brown ('braun) — The baker woman
Anne (æn) — The beggar-child
Mrs Carmichael ('kazmaikl) — The mother of the 
Large Family
Captain Crewe (kru:) — Sara’s father
Mr Carrisford (’kærisfod) — The Gentleman from 
India
Mr Carmichael ('ka:maikl) — Mr Carrisford’s lawyer 
and father of the Large Family
The Lascar ('læsko) — Mr Carrisford’s Indian servant.
The story takes place in London in Miss Minchin’s 
boarding-school and the houses near it.
SARA CREWE;
or
WHAT HAPPENED AT MISS MINCHIN’S.
PART 1.
Miss Minchin lived/in London. Her home was 
a large, dull, tall one, in a large, dull square, where 
all the houses were alike, and all the sparrows were 
alike, and the doors made the same heavy sound when 
one knocked. On Miss Minchin’s door there was a 
plate made of a yellow metal. On this plate there was 
written in black letters,
Miss Minchin’s
Select Seminary for Young Ladies
Little Sara Crewe never went in or out of the 
house without reading that plate and thinking about 
it. Before she was twelve years old, she had decided 
that all her trouble arose because, in the first place, 
she was not “Select”, and in the second, she was not 
a “Young Lady”.
When she was eight years old, her father had 
brought her to Miss Minchin as a pupil and left her. 
He had brought her all the way from India. Her 
mother had died when she was a baby, and her father 
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had kept her with him as long as he could. Then, 
because it is very hot in India and she became ill, he 
had brought her to England and left her with Miss 
Minchin to be part of the Select Seminary for Young­
Ladies. Sara, who had always been a sharp little 
child, remembered that he said he had not a relative 
in the world whom he knew of, and so he was obliged 
to put her in a boarding-school, and he had heard 
people speak of Miss Minchin’s school very highly.
The same day he took Sara out and bought her 
very many beautiful clothes — clothes so grand that 
only a very young man who did not know very much 
would have bought them for such a little child. But 
the fact was that he was very sad at the thought of 
leaving his little girl. He had loved her mother very 
much and when he looked at Sara he remembered his 
wife. So he bought everything he could for her. The 
result was that she had dresses of silk and velvet, and 
her hats were covered with bows and feathers, and 
she returned to Miss Minchin’s with a doll almost as 
large as herself. The doll was also dressed grandly.
Then her father gave Miss Minchin some money 
and went away. For several days Sara would not 
touch the doll, nor her breakfast, nor her dinner, nor 
her tea, and did nothing but sit in a corner by the 
window and cry. She cried so much that she made 
herself ill.
She began to hate Miss Minchin from the moment 
she had come into the house, and she also did not like 
Miss Amelia Minchin, who wras smooth and short and 
fat, and wras afraid of her elder sister. Miss Minchin 
herself was tall and had large, cold eyes like those of 
a fish, and large cold hands which seemed fishy too, 
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because they made Sara feel cold on her back when 
Miss Minchin touched her.
For the first year Sara was a favourite pupil; 
Miss Minchin let her do what she liked and this was not 
good for her. When the Select Seminary went for a 
walk, Sara always dressed in her grandest clothes 
and walked at the head of the procession, holding Miss 
Minchin’s hand. When people came to the Seminary, 
Miss Minchin always called Sara in and told them that 
her father was a great officer in India and that some 
day Sara would get very much money. Sara had 
heard before that somebody had left her father very 
much money and she had also heard that it would 
come to her some day. Her father had also said that 
he would not remain long in the army, but would come 
to live in London. Every time a letter came Sara 
hoped it would say that he was coming and that they 
would live together again.
About the middle of her third year at Miss Min­
chin’s a letter did come, but it brought very different 
news. Sara’s father did not know how to look after 
money, so he had given all his money to a friend who 
said he would look after it for him. The friend had 
deceived and robbed him. All the money was gone, 
no one knew where. The poor young officer felt so 
sad that a short time after he became ill and died. 
Sara now had no one to take care of her.
Miss Minchin’s cold and fishy eyes had never 
seemed so cold and fishy as they did when Sara went 
into her room a few days after the letter had arrived.
Sara had put on a black dress and she looked 
thinner and stranger than ever. She fixed her eyes 
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on Miss Minchin as she slowly advanced into the room, 
holding her doll tight.
“Put your doll down!” said Miss Minchin.
“No,” answered Sara, “I will not put her down. 
I want her with me. She is all I have. She has stayed 
with me all the time since my father died.”
Miss Minchin looked angrily at Sara.
“You will have no time for dolls in future,” she 
said; “you will have to work and improve yourself, 
and make yourself useful.”
Sara kept her big, strange eyes on her teacher 
and said nothing.
“Everything will be very different now,” said Miss 
Minchin. “I sent for you to talk to you and make you 
understand. Your father is dead, you have no friends, 
you have no money, you have no home, and no one to 
take care of you.”
The little pale face made a quick motion, but the 
green-grey eyes did not move from Miss Minchin’s, 
and still Sara said nothing.
“What are you looking at?” demanded Miss Min­
chin sharply. “Are you so stupid that you don’t under­
stand what I say? I tell you that you are quite alone 
in the world, and have no one to do anything for you 
unless I choose to keep you here.”
The truth was that Miss Minchin was in her worst 
mood. To lose so suddenly a large sum of money every 
year and a pupil about whom she could boast, and to 
find herself with a little beggar on her hands was more 
than she could bear.
“Now, listen to me,” she continued, “and remem­
ber what I say. If you work hard and prepare to make 
yourself useful in a few years, I shall let you stay here.
You are only a child, but you are a sharp child, and 
you learn very quickly. You speak French very well, 
and in a year or two you can begin to help with the 
younger pupils. By the time you are fifteen years old 
you ought to be able to do that.”
“I can speak French better than you now,” said 
Sara. “I always spoke it with my father in India.”
It was not polite of her to say so, but it was true, 
because Miss Minchin could not speak French at all, 
and, indeed, was not at all a clever person. But she 
thought that she could prepare this clever little child 
to be very useful to her. Sara would be able to teach 
the other girls French and Miss Minchin would not 
have to pay so much to teachers of languages.
“Don’t be so rude,” said Miss Minchin, “or I shall 
punish you. You must improve your manners if you 
expect me to let you live here and feed you. You are 
not a boarder now. Remember, that if you don’t please 
me, and I send you away, you have no home but the 
street. You can go полу.”
Sara turned away.
“Stay!” commanded Miss Minchin. “Don’t you 
intend to thank me?”
Sara turned towards her. Her face again made 
a quick little motion and she seemed to be trying to 
control it.
“What for?” she asked.
“For my kindness to you,” replied Miss Minchin. 
“For my kindness in giving you-a home.”
Sara went two or three steps nearer to her. She 
was very angry and she spoke in a strange voice.
“You are not kind,” he said, “you are not kind.” 
And she turned again and went out of the room, leav­
10
ing Miss Minchin gazing after her strange, small 
figure in anger.
The child walked upstairs, holding tightly to her 
doll. She meant to go to her bedroom, but Miss Amelia 
met her at the door.
“You are not to go in there,” she said. “That is 
not your room now.”
“Where is my room?” asked Sara.
“You are to sleep in the attic next to the cook.”
Sara walked on. She mounted two flights more, 
and reached the door of the attic room, opened it, and 
went in, shutting it behind her. She stood against the 
door and looked about her. It was a dirty room; the 
furniture was old. It had been sent up from the bet­
ter rooms below. Under the skylight in the roof, 
through which she could see a piece of dull, grey sky, 
there was an old red footstool.
Sara went to it and sat down. She seldom cried 
and she did not cry now. She put her doll Emily on 
her knees, and put her face down on her and her arms 
round her, and sat there, her little black head resting 
on the doll, not saying one word, not making one sound.
From that day her life changed entirely. She had 
to work very hard. She had no time to learn but had 
to go where Miss Minchin, Miss Amelia or the cook 
sent her. She was often kept busy all day and then 
sent into the school-room with a heap of books to learn 
her lessons without a teacher, or to practise. Her 
clothes soon became very old and the other pupils, 
looking at her strange clothes and her strange ways, 
soon began to think that she was from another world. 
The fact was that Miss Minchin’s pupils were rather 
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dull young people, accustomed to be rich and comfor­
table, and they could not understand Sara.
“She always looks as if she were finding you out,” 
said one girl who was sly and given to making trouble 
among the others.
“I am,” said Sara when she heard of it. “That’s 
what I look at them for. I like to know about people. 
I think about them afterwards.”
She never made trouble among the others herself 
or mixed in their affairs. She talked very little, did 
as she was told, and thought very much. Nobody cared 
whether she was happy or unhappy, unless, perhaps, it 
was Emily, who lived in the attic and slept in Sara’s 
bed. Sara thought Emily understood her feelings, 
though she was only a doll. Sara used to talk to her 
at night.
“You are the only friend I have in the world,” 
Sara used to say to Emily. “Why don’t you say some­
thing? Why don’t you speak? Sometimes I’m sure 
you could, if you would try. It ought to make you try 
to know that you are the only thing I have. If I were 
you I should try. Why don’t you try?”
Sara was so much alone that she pretended to be­
lieve that Emily understood and felt for her, that she 
heard her even though she could not say a word in 
answer. Sara imagined and pretended things until she 
almost believed them, and she would hardly have been 
surprised at anything unusual that might have hap­
pened. So she thought to herself that Emily understood 
all about her troubles, and was really her friend.
“I don’t answer very often,” Sara used to say. 
“I never answer if I can. When people are saying 
unpleasant things to you, there is nothing so good for 
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them as not to say a word — just to look at them and 
think. Miss Minchin turns pale when I do it. Miss 
Amelia looks frightened, and so do the girls. They 
know you are stronger than they are, because you are 
strong enough to hold in your anger, and they are not, 
and they say stupid things that they wish they had not 
said afterwards. There’s nothing so strong as anger, 
except that which makes you hold it in — that’s stron­
ger. It’s a good thing not to answer your enemies. I 
hardly ever do. Perhaps Emily is more like me than 
I am like myself. Perhaps she would rather not answer 
her friends even. She keeps it all in her heart.”
But though she tried to satisfy herself in this way, 
Sara did not find it easy. When, after a long hard day, 
in which she had been sent here and there through wind 
and cold and rain in her poor clothes, she came in wet 
and hungry and tired, Sara did not find Emily all that 
her sore, proud little heart needed as the doll sat in 
her old chair and gazed at her.
One night, when she came up to her attic, cold, 
hungry and tired, Emily’s look seemed to be so empty, 
her legs and arms so limp and wooden, that Sara 
could not control herself.
“I shall die !” she cried.
Emily gazed at her.
“I can’t bear this!” said the poor child. “I know 
I shall die. I’m cold, I’m wet, I’m starving to death. 
I’ve walked a thousand miles to-day, and they have 
done nothing but blame me from morning till night. 
And because I could not find the last thing they sent 
me for they would not give me anything to eat. Some 
men laughed at me because my shoes are -so old, and
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Sara hid her face in her hands and wept.
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I slipped down in the mud. I’m covered with mud 
now. And they laughed! Do you hear?”
She looked at the glass eyes and the empty face, 
and suddenly she became very angry. She lifted her 
little hand and knocked Emily off the chair, bursting 
into a storm of weeping.
“You are nothing but a doll!” she cried. “Nothing 
but a doll — doll — doll ! You care for nothing. You 
have no heart. Nothing could ever make you feel. You 
are a doll!”
Sara hid her face in her hands and wept. But she 
was not a girl who wept much, and soon she stopped. 
She bent and picked up Emily. She was sorry.
“You can’t help being a doll,” she said, “any more 
than those girls downstairs can help being stupid. 
We are not all alike. Perhaps you do your best.”
Miss Minchin’s pupils were rather dull, and Sara 
very often made fun of them to herself. But some of 
them had books, which she had not and she was 
hungry for something to read. She liked stories, and 
history and poetry; she would read anything. There 
was a fat, dull pupil, whose name was Ermengarde 
St. John, who was a help to her. Ermengarde had a 
very clever father who often sent her very interesting 
books. But these books were a cause of great sorrow 
to his daughter. Sara had once found her crying over 
a big package of them.
“What is the matter writh you?” she asked her.
“My father has sent me some more books,” ans­
wered Ermengarde weeping, “and he expects me to 
read them.”
“Don’t you like reading?” asked Sara.
“I hate it !” replied Ermengarde. “He will ask me 
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questions when he sees me; he will want to know how 
much 1 remember; how would you like to read all 
these?”
“I should like it better than anything else in the 
world,” answered Sara.
Ermengarde wiped her eyes to look at such a 
wonder.
“Oh!” she cried.
Sara returned the look with interest. A sudden 
plan formed itself in her sharp mind.
“Look here!” she cried. “If you will let me read 
those books, I’ll tell you everything that’s in them, 
and I’ll tell it to you so that you will remember it. I 
know I can. The ABC children always remember 
what I tell them.”
“Oh!” cried Ermengarde, “do you think you 
could?”
“I know I could,” answered Sara. “I like to read 
and I always remember. I’ll take care of the books, 
too; they will look just as new as they do now when I 
give them back to you.”
Ermengarde put her handkerchief in her pocket.
“If you’ll do that,” she said, “and if you’ll make 
me remember, I’ll give you — I’ll give you some money.”
“I don’t want your money,” said Sara, “I want 
your books — I want them.” Her eyes grew big and 
she breathed quickly.
“Take them, then,” said Ermengarde! “I wish I 
wanted them; I am not clever, but my father is and 
he thinks I ought to be.”
Sara took the books and marched off with them. 
But when she was at the door, she stopped and turned 
round.
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“What are you going to tell your father?” she 
asked.
“Oh,” said Ermengarde, “he need not know; he’ll 
think I’ve read them.”
Sara looked down at the books; her heart really 
began to beat fast.
“I won’t do it,” she said rather slowly, “if you are 
going to tell him lies about it. I don’t like lies. Why 
can’t you tell him that I read them and told you about 
them ?”
“But he wants me to read them,” replied Ermen­
garde.
“He wants you to know what’s in them,” said 
Sara ; “and if I can tell it to you in an easy way and 
make you remember, I think he would like that.”
“He would like it better if I read them myself,” 
answered Ermengarde.
“He will like it if you learn anything in any way,” 
said Sara. “1 should, if I were your father.”
Although this was not a very nice way of saying 
it, Ermengarde had to admit that it was true, and, 
after a little more argument, agreed. So after that 
she would give her books to Sara, and Sara would read 
them and she would tell Ermengarde about them in 
such an interesting way that Ermengarde learnt more 
from Sara than she would have learnt from the books.
“It sounds nicer than it seems in the book,” she 
would say. “You make it all seem like a story.”
“It is a story,” Sara would answer. “They are 
all stories. Everything is a story — everything in this 
world. You are a story — I am a story — Miss Min­
chin is a story. You can make a story out of anything.”
“I can’t,” said Ermengarde.
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Sara looked at her for a minute.
“No,” she said at last. “I think you can’t. You 
are a little like Emily.”
“Who is Emily?” asked Ermengarde.
“Emily is —a person — I know,” replied Sara.
“Do you like her?” asked Ermengarde.
“Yes, I do,” said Sara.
Ermengarde looked at Sara again. She did look 
strange in her odd clothes. Ermengarde wondered how 
she could speak French and German so well and tell 
you things so that they did not make you tired. One 
had to feel interested in her, especially one to whom the 
simplest lesson was a trouble.
“Do you like me?” said Ermengarde at last, after 
she had looked at Sara for a long time.
Sara did not answer at once ; then she said :
“I like you because you are not ill-natured — I 
like you for letting me read your books — I like you 
because you do not make fun of me for what I can’t 
help. It’s not your fault that —”
She stopped quickly. She had been going to say, 
“that you are stupid.”
“That what?” asked Ermengarde.
“That you can’t learn things quickly. If you can’t, 
you can’t. If I can, why, I can — that’s all.” She 
paused a minute, looking at the round face before her, 
and then rather slowly one of her wise thoughts came 
to her.
“Perhaps,” she said, “to be able to learn things 
quickly isn’t everything. To be kind is worth a good 
deal to other people. If Miss Minchin knew everything 
on earth, which she doesn’t, and if she was like what 
she is now, she would still be an unpleasant woman,
2 Sara Crewe. 
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and everybody would hate her. Lots of clever people 
have done harm and been wicked —” and she began to 
think of what she had read in one of Ermengarde’s 
books.
She stopped and looked at Ermengarde’s face.
“Do you remember that book about the French?”' 
she demanded. “I’m sure you’ve forgotten.”
“Well, I don’t remember all of it,” said Ermen­
garde.
“Then I’ll tell it to you again,” said Sara and 
began.
She made it so interesting and told Ermengarde 
such stories that the latter was afraid to go to bed that 
night.
Everything was a story to Sara, and the more 
books she read, the fuller her head became of stories. 
One of the things she liked best to do was to sit in her 
attic or walk about it and “suppose” things. Some­
times, on a cold night when she was hungry, she would 
draw the red footstool up before the empty fireplace 
and suppose there was a great red fire there, and nice 
things to eat for her and Emily and a big, soft, warm 
bed for them. At other times she would suppose she 
was a princess and that if she liked she could wave 
her hand and her servants would cut Miss Minchin’s 
head off. This used to please her more than anything* 
else. Sometimes she would go about the house with 
such thoughts in her head and then she would look very 
strange.
Once when such thoughts were passing through her 
head, Miss Minchin became so angry with her that she 
boxed Sara’s ears.
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Sara awoke from her dream, started a little, and 
then laughed.
“What are you laughing at, you bold child?” 
demanded Miss Minchin.
It took Sara a few seconds to remember that she 
was a princess. Her cheeks were red and paining from 
the blows she had received.
“I was thinking,” she said.
“Beg my pardon immediately,” said Miss Minchin.
“I will beg your pardon for laughing, if it was 
rude,” said Sara, “but I won’t beg your pardon for 
thinking.”
“What were you thinking?” demanded Miss Min­
chin. “How dare you think? What were you thinking?”
This happened in the schoolroom and all the girls 
looked up from their books to listen. It always inter­
ested them when Miss Minchin was angry with Sara, 
because Sara always said something strange, and never 
seemed frightened. She was not frightened now, 
though her ears were red and her eyes were as bright 
as stars.
T was thinking,” she answered, quite politely, 
“that you did not know what you were doing.”
“That I did not know what I was doing!” gasped 
Miss Minchin.
“Yes,” said Sara, “and I was thinking what would 
happen if I were a princess and you boxed my ears — 
what I should do to you. And I was thinking that if 
I were one, you would never dare to do it, whatever I 
said or did. And I was thinking how surprised and 
frightened you would be if you suddenly found out—”
She had the picture so clearly before her eyes and 
she spoke in a manner which had an effect even on Miss 
2*
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Minchin. It almost seemed to her narrow mind that 
there must be some real power behind this daring child.
“What?” she cried; “found out what?”
“That I really was a princess,” said Sara, “and 
could do anything — anything I liked.”
“Go to your room,” cried Miss Minchin, “this 
moment. Leave the schoolroom. Attend to your les­
sons, young ladies.” *
Sara made a little bow.
“Excuse me for laughing,” she said and walked out 
of the room, leaving Miss Minchin white with anger 
and the girls whispering over their books.
P A R T IL
That same afternoon Sara had a chance of proving 
to herself whether she really was a princess or not. 
It was a terrible afternoon. For several days it had 
been raining without a stop and the streets were cold 
and wet; there was mud everywhere — sticky London 
mud — and over everything a cover of fog. Of course 
there was plenty to do — there always was on days 
like this — and Sara was sent out again and again, 
until her old clothes were wet through. Her shoes were 
so wet that they could not hold any more water. Added 
to this, Miss Minchin had given her no dinner because 
she wanted to punish Sara. The little girl was very 
hungry. She was so cold and hungry and tired that 
her little face looked quite thin, and now and then some 
kind person passing her in the street looked at her with 
sympathy. But she did not know that. She hurried 
on, trying to comfort herself by supposing that she 
had dry clothes on. “Suppose I had good shoes, and a 
long, thick coat, and warm stockings and an umbrella. 
And suppose — suppose, just when I was near a baker’s 
where they sold hot buns, I should find a sixpence 
which belonged to nobody. Suppose, if I did, I should 
go into the shop and buy six of the hottest buns and 
should eat them all without stopping.”
Some very odd things happen in this world some­
times. It was certainly an odd thing that happened 
to Sara. She had to cross the street just as she was 
saying this to herself. She picked her way as care­
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fully as she could through the mud, but she could not 
save herself much; only, in picking her way she had 
to look down at her feet and the mud, and in looking 
down — just as she reached the pavement — she saw 
something shining. A piece of silver — a tiny piece 
walked upon by many feet but still shining a little. 
It was not quite a sixpence, but something almost as 
good — a four-penny piece. In one second it was in her 
cold, little red and blue hand.
“Oh !” she cried, “it’s true !”
And then, if you will believe me, she looked 
straight before her at the shop in front of her. And 
it was a baker’s, and a cheerful, fat, motherly woman, 
with red cheeks, was just putting into the window a 
large plate of lovely, hot buns — large, fat, shiny 
buns, with currants in them.
It almost made Sara feel faint for a few seconds 
— the sight of the buns and the delightful smell of 
warm bread coming through the baker’s cellar window.
She knew that she need not think twice about 
using the little piece of money. It had been lying in 
the mud for some time and the person to whom it be­
longed was quite lost in the stream of passing people 
who moved to and fro on the street the whole day.
“But I’ll go and ask the baker’s woman if she has 
lost a piece of money,” she said to herself.
So she crossed the pavement and put her wet foot 
on the step of the shop; and as she did so she saw 
something which made her stop.
It was a little figure much sadder than her own — 
a little figure which was dressed in rags from which 
small, bare, red and muddy feet peeped out because the 
rags were not long enough to cover them. Above the 
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rags was a nest of neglected hair and a dirty face 
with big, hungry eyes.
Sara knew' they were hungry eyes the moment she 
saw them and she felt sorry.
“This girl,” she said to herself, “is hungrier than 
I am.”
The child looked up at Sara and moved aside a 
little so as to give her more room. She was used to 
make room for everybody. She knew that if a police­
man saw her he would tell her to move on.
Sara held her four-penny piece tightly and thought 
a few seconds. Then she spoke to the little girl.
“Are you hungry?” she asked.
The child shook herself and her rags a little.
“Of course I am,” she said in a whisper, “of course 
I am.”
“Haven’t you had any dinner?” asked Sara.
“No dinner,” came the whisper, “nor any break­
fast, nor any supper — nothing at all.”
“Since when?” asked Sara.
“Don’t know. Got nothing to-day. I’ve asked 
and asked.”
Just to look at her made Sara more hungry and 
faint. But her mind was working and she was talking 
to herself as if she was sick at heart.
“If I’m a princess —” she said ,“if I’m a prin­
cess — ! When princesses are driven from their homes 
they always share with anybody poorer and hungrier. 
They always share. Buns are a penny each. If it 
had been sixpence! I could have eaten six. It won’t 
be enough for either of us — but it will be better than 
nothing.”
“Wait a minute,” she said to the beggar-child.
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She went into the shop. It was warm and there was 
a very pleasant smell. The woman was just going to 
put more buns in the window.
“If you please,” said Sara, “have you lost four- 
pence — a silver fourpence? And she held out the 
little piece of money to her.
The woman looked at it and at her — at her poor 
pale face and her old clothes.
“No,” she answered. “Did you find it?”
“Yes,” replied Sara.
“Keep it, then,” said the woman. “It may have 
been there a week. Nobody knows who lost it. You 
could never find out.”
“I know that,” answered Sara, “but I thought I 
would ask you.”
“Not many would,” answered the woman, looking 
interested and good-natured all at once. “Do you want 
to buy something?” she added as she saw Sara look at 
the buns.
“Four buns, if you please,” said Sara; “those at a 
penny each.”
The woman went to the window and put some in 
a paper bag. Sara noticed that she put in six.
“I said four, if you please,” said Sara. “I have 
only fourpence.”
“I’ll throw in two more,” said the woman with her 
good-natured look. “I suppose you can eat them. Aren’t 
you hungry?”
“Yes,” she answered, “I’m very hungry, and I am 
much obliged to you for your kindness.” She was 
going to add that there was a child outside much 
hungrier than she was, but at that moment two or three
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Sara opened the paper bag and took out one of the hot buns.
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people came in together and each one seemed in a hurry, 
so she could only thank the woman again and go out.
The child was still curled up on the corner of the 
steps. She looked terrible in her wet and dirty rags. 
She was gazing straight before her with a look of suf­
fering on her dirty face. Sara saw her suddenly draw 
the back of her hand across her eyes to rub away the 
tears which were forcing their way from under her eye­
lids. She was speaking to herself in a low tone.
Sara opened the paper bag and took out one of the 
hot buns, which had already warmed her cold hands a 
little.
“See,” she said, putting the bun in the child’s hand, 
“that is nice and hot. Eat it and you will not be so 
hungry.”
The child started and gazed up at her; then she 
seized the bun quickly and began to stuff it into her 
mouth in great pieces.
“Oh ! Oh !” Sara heard her say in wild delight.
Sara took out three more buns and put them down.
“She is hungrier than I am,” she said to herself. 
“She’s starving.” But her hand trembled when she put 
down the fourth bun. “I’m not starving,” she said — 
and she put down the fifth.
The little starving London savage was still eating­
like a wolf when Sara went away. The little girl was 
too hungry to give thanks, even if she had learnt to be 
polite — which she had not. She was only a poor little 
wild animal.
“Good-bye,” said Sara.
When Sara reached the other side of the street she 
looked back. The child had a bun in each hand, and 
had stopped in the middle of her eating to watch her.
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Sara gave her a little nod, and the child after another 
look — a strange look — shook her head in answer, 
and until Sara was out of sight she did not take another 
bite nor even finish the one she had begun.
At that moment the baker-woman looked out of 
her shop-window.
“Well !” she cried, “if that young girl hasn’t given 
her buns to a beggar-child. It wasn’t because she didn’t 
want them herself — she looked hungry enough. I 
would give something to know why she did it.” She 
stood before her window for a few moments and 
thought. Then she went to the door and spoke to the 
beggar-child.
“Who gave you these buns?” she asked her.
The child nodded her head towards Sara’s dis­
appearing figure.
“What did she say?” continued the woman.
“Asked me if I was hungry,” said the girl in her 
whispering voice.
“What did you say?”
“Said I was!”
“And then she came in and got buns and came 




The woman thought it over. “Left just one for 
herself,” she said in a low voice. “And she could have 
eaten the whole six — I saw it in her eyes.”
She looked after the little figure fast disappearing, 
and felt more troubled in her usually comfortable mind 
than she had felt for many a day.
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“I wish she hadn’t gone so quickly,” she said. “I 
would have given her a dozen buns.”
Then she turned to the child.
“Are you hungry still?” she asked.
“I’m always hungry,” was the answer; “but it 
isn’t so bad as it was.”
“Come in here,” said the woman, and she held 
open the shop-door.
The child got up and walked in. To be asked to 
come into a warm place seemed to be something more 
than she could believe. She did not know what was 
going to happen; she did not even care.
“Make yourself warm,” said the woman, pointing 
to a fire in a tiny room at the back. “And look here — 
when you haven’t a piece of bread, you can come here 
and ask for it. I’ll give it you for the sake of that 
young girl.”
Sara found some comfort in her last bun. It was 
hot ; it was a great deal better than nothing. She broke 
off small pieces and ate them slowly to make the bun 
last longer.
It was dark when she reached the square where 
Miss Minchin’s Seminary was; the lamps were lit, and 
in most of the windows the glow of light was to be 
seen. She liked to imagine things about the people 
who sat before the fires in houses, or who bent over 
books at the tables. There was, for example, the Large 
Family opposite. She called these people the Large 
Family — not because they were large, for indeed 
most of them were little, but because there were so 
many of them. There were eight children in the Large 
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Family, and a stout, rosy mother, and a stout, rosy 
father, and a stout, rosy grandmother, and many ser­
vants. The children were always going out to walk 
with their nurses, or going out to drive with their 
mother, or they were flying to the door in the evening 
to kiss their father and dance round him and pull off 
his overcoat and look for packages in its pockets; or 
they were standing at the windows of their rooms and 
looking out and pushing one another and laughing — 
in fact, they were always doing something which they 
enjoyed. Sara liked then very much and had given 
them all names out of books.
Next door to the Large Family lived the Maiden 
Lady, who had a companion and two parrots and a dog ; 
but Sara was not fond of her because she did nothing 
but talk to the parrots and drive out with the dog. 
The most interesting person of all lived next door to 
Miss Minchin herself. Sara called him the Gentleman 
from India. He was a rather old man. People said 
he had lived in India and was very, very rich, and 
rather ill. He was very yellow and he did not look 
happy ; when he went out in his carriage he was dressed 
in many overcoats as if he were cold. He had an 
Indian servant who looked even colder than himself, 
and he had a monkey which looked colder than the 
servant. Sara had seen the monkey sitting on a table 
in the sun, and he always had such a sad look on his 
face that she felt very sorry for him.
“I suppose,” she used sometimes to say to herself, 
“he is thinking all the time of cocoa-nut trees and of 
swinging by his tail under a hot sun. He might have 
had a family, too, poor thing!”
The Indian servant, whom she called the lascar, 
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looked sad too, but he seemed to be very faithful to his 
master.
“Perhaps he saved his master’s life in India,” she 
thought. “They look as if they might have had all 
kinds of adventures. I wish I could speak to the lascar. 
I remember a little Hindustani.”
One day she really did speak to him and his start 
at the sound of his own language showed a great deal 
of surprise and delight. He was waiting for his master 
to come out to the carriage, and Sara, who was going 
out to do something as usual, stopped and spoke a few 
words. She had a gift for languages and had remem­
bered enough Hindustani to make him understand. 
When his master came out, the lascar spoke to him 
quickly, and the Gentleman from India turned and 
looked at her, and afterwards the lascar always greeted 
her with deep bows. Sometimes he and Sara spoke 
a little. She learned that it was true his master was 
very rich — that he was ill — and also that he had no 
wife or children, and that England did not agree with 
the monkey.
“He must be just as much alone as I am,” thought 
Sara. “Being rich does not seem to make him happy.”
That evening as she passed the window, the lascar 
was closing the shutters and she glanced into the room 
inside. There was a bright fire glowing and the 
Gentleman from India was sitting before it in a com­
fortable chair. The room was richly furnished and 
looked very, very comfortable, but the Indian Gentle­
man was sitting with his head resting on his hand and 
looked as unhappy as ever.
“Poor man!” said Sara to herself. “I wonder 
what you are thinking?”
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When she went into the house she met Miss Min­
chin in the hall.
“Where have you wasted your time?” asked Miss 
Minchin. “You have been out for hours!”
“It was so wet and muddy,” Sara answered. “It 
was so hard to walk because my shoes are so bad and 
slipped about so.”
“Make no excuses,” said Miss Minchin, “and tell 
no lies.”
Sara went downstairs to the kitchen.
“Why didn’t you stay away all night?” asked the 
cook.
“Here are the things,” said Sara, and put what 
she had bought on the table.
The cook looked over them angrily. She was in 
a very bad temper indeed.
“May I have something to eat?” Sara asked, rather 
faintly.
“Tea’s over and finished,” was the answer. “Did 
you expect me to keep it hot for you?”
Sara was silent a second.
“I had no dinner,” she said, and her voice was 
quite low. She made it low, because she was afraid it 
would tremble.
“There’s some bread,” said the cook. “That’s all 
you’ll get at this time of day.”
Sara went and found the bread. It was old, and 
hard, and dry. The cook was in too bad a temper to 
give her anything to eat with it. Miss Minchin had 
just spoken sharply to her and she found it easy to 
work off her bad temper on Sara.
Really, it was hard for the child to climb the three 
long flights of stairs up to her attic. To-night it
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seemed as if she would never reach the top. Several 
times she had to stop and rest.
“I can’t pretend anything more to-night,” she said 
to herself. “I’m sure I can’t. I’ll eat my bread and 
drink some water and then go to sleep, and perhaps 
a dream will come and pretend for me. I wonder what 
dreams are!”
Yes, when she reached the top there were tears in 
her eyes and she did not feel like a princess — only 
like a tired, hungry, lonely, little child.
“If my father had lived it would not have been like 
this. If he had lived, he would have taken care of me.”
Then she turned the handle and opened the door.
Can you imagine it — can you believe it? I find 
it hard to believe it myself. And Sara did not find it 
possible. For the first few moments she thought some­
thing strange had happened to her eyes — to her mind 
— that the dream had come before she had had time to 
fall asleep.
“Oh !” she cried, “Oh, it isn’t true ! I know, I know 
it isn’t true.” And she slipped into the room and closed 
the door and locked it, and stood with her back against 
it, gazing straight before her.
In the fire-place which had been empty and cold 
when she had left it, there was a blazing fire. 
There was a little brass kettle on the side, hissing and 
boiling; upon the floor was a warm, thick rug; before 
the fire was a comfortable chair; by the chair was a 
small table, covered with a white cloth, and upon it 
were small covered dishes, a cup and saucer and a 
tea-pot; on the bed were new, warm coverings, a silk 
robe, and some books. The little cold room seemed 
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changed into Fairyland. It was really warm and 
glowing.
“It can’t be true !” cried Sara again. “I only think 
I see it all ; but if I keep on thinking it, I don’t care — 
I don’t care if I can only keep it up!”
She was afraid to move, for fear it would disap­
pear. She stood with her back against the door and 
looked and looked. But soon she began to feel warm, 
and then she moved forward.
“A fire that I only thought I saw surely wouldn’t 
jeel warm,” she said “It feels real — real.”
She went to it and fell on her knees. She touched 
the chair, the table; she lifted the cover of one of the 
dishes. There was something hot and nice in it — 
something delightful. The tea-pot had tea in it, ready 
for the boiling water from the little kettle. One plate 
had bread on it, another some butter.
“It is real,” said Sara. “The fire is real enough 
to warm me. I can sit in the chair; the things are real 
enough to eat.”
It was like a fairy story come true. She went to 
the bed and touched the coverings and the silk robe. 
They were real too. She opened one book and found 
written on the first page in a strange hand, “To the 
little girl in the attic.”
Suddenly — was it a strange thing for her to do — 
Sara put her face down on the robe and burst into 
tears.
“I don’t know who it is,” she said, “but somebody 
cares about me a little — somebody is my friend.”
That thought warmed her more than the fire. She 
had never had a friend since those happy days when 
she had had everything; and those days had seemed
3 Sara Crewe.
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The delightful comfort of putting on the soft, warm robe.
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such a long way off — so far away as to be only dreams 
— during those long years at Miss Minchin’s.
She really cried more at this strange thought of 
having a friend — even though an unknown one — 
than she had cried over many of her worst troubles.
But these tears seemed different from the others, 
for when she had wiped them away they did not seem 
to leave her eyes and her heart so hot and full of pain.
And then imagine, if you can, what the rest of the 
evening was like. The delightful comfort of taking 
off the wet clothes and putting on the soft, warm robe 
before the fire — of putting her cold feet into the warm 
little slippers she found near her chair. And then 
the hot tea and the tasty dishes, the comfortable chair 
and the books!
It was just like Sara, that, once having found the 
things real, she should enjoy them to the very utmost. 
She had imagined so many things, and had found her 
pleasure in things that were not real for so long that 
she was able to accept any wonderful thing that hap­
pened. After she was quite warm and had eaten her 
supper and enjoyed herself for an hour or so, it almost 
ceased to be surprising to her. She knew she could 
not find out who had done all this for her. She did 
not know anybody by whom it might have been done.
“There is nobody,” she said, “nobody.” She talked 
about it to Emily, of course, but more because it was 
pleasant to talk about it than because she wanted to 
make discoveries.




Sara could not even imagine a person grand enough 
to fill her idea of her secret friend. If she tried to 
make in her mind a picture of him or her, it ended 
by being something shining and strange — not like 
a real person at all, but something like an eastern per­
son with long robes. And when she fell asleep, 
beneath the soft, white covering she dreamed all night 
of this splendid person, and talked to him in Hin­
dustani, and made deep bows to him.
But of one thing she was quite sure. She would 
not speak to any one of her good fortune — it should 
be her own secret; in fact, she thought that if Miss 
Minchin knew, she would take all her nice things away 
from her or in some way spoil her pleasure. So when 
she went down the next morning she shut her door 
very tight, and did her best to look as if nothing un­
usual had happened. And yet this was rather hard, 
because she could not help remembering every now 
and then with a start, and her heart would beat quickly 
every time she said to herself, “I have a friend!”
It was a friend who meant to keep on being kind, 
for when she went to her attic the next night — and 
she opened the door it must be admitted with a wildly 
beating heart — she found that the same hands had 
been again at work and had done even more than be­
fore. The fire and the supper were again there, and 
beside them a number of other things which so changed 
the look of the attic that Sara quite lost her breath.
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A piece of bright, strange, heavy cloth covered the 
mantel and on it some pretty things had been placed. 
All the bare, ugly things which could be covered had 
been hidden and made to look quite pretty. Some odd 
materials in rich colours had been fixed to the walls. 
Some brightly coloured fans had also been placed on 
the walls, and there were several large, soft cushions. 
A long old wooden box was covered with a rug, and 
some cushions lay on it, so that it looked quite like 
a sofa.
She just sat down and looked and looked again.
“It’s just like something fairy come true,” she 
said, “there isn’t the smallest difference. I feel as if 
I might wish for anything — diamonds and bags of 
gold — and they would appear. That couldn’t be 
any stranger than this. Is this my attic? Am I the 
same, cold, wet Sara? And to think how I used to 
pretend, and pretend, and wish there were fairies! 
The one thing I always wanted was to see a fairy 
story come true. I am living in a fairy story. I 
feel as if I might be a fairy myself, and be able to 
turn things into anything else!”
It was like a fairy story, and, what was best of 
all, it continued. Almost every day something new 
was done to the attic. Some new comfort appeared 
in it when Sara opened her door at night, until really, 
in a short time, it was a bright little room, full of all 
sorts of odd and comfortable things. And the un­
known friend had taken care that the child should 
not be hungry, and that she should have as many books 
as she could read. When she left her room in the 
morning, what was left of the supper was on the table, 
and when she returned in the evening, her friend had 
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taken it all away and left another nice little meal. 
Downstairs Miss Minchin was as cruel as ever, Miss 
Amelia was as ill-tempered, and the servants were as 
bad as ever. Sara was sent out and blamed and driven 
here and there, but in some way it seemed as if she 
could bear it all. The delightful feeling of romance 
lifted her above the cook’s bad temper. The comfort 
she enjoyed and could always expect was making her 
stronger. If she came home wet and tired, she knew 
she would soon be warm after she had climbed the 
stairs. In a few weeks she began to look less thin. 
A little colour came into her cheeks, and her eyes did 
not seem much too big for her face.
It was just when this was beginning to be so clear 
that Miss Minchin sometimes gazed at her with a 
question in her eyes, that another wonderful thing- 
happened. A man came to the door and left several 
packages. All were addressed in large letters to “The 
little girl in the attic.” Sara herself was sent to open 
the door and she took them in. She laid the two largest 
packages down on the hall table, and was looking at 
the address, when Miss Minchin came downstairs.
“Take the things upstairs to the young lady to 
whom they belong,” she said. “Don’t stand there 
gazing at them.”
“They belong to me,” answered Sara quietly.
“To you!” cried Miss Minchin. “What do you 
mean?”
“I don’t know where they came from,” replied 
Sara, “but they’re addressed to me.”
Miss Minchin came to her side and looked at them 
with wondering eyes.
“What’s in them?” she asked.
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“I don’t know,” said Sara.
“Open them!” she demanded still more eagerly.
Sara did as she was told. They contained pretty 
and comfortable clothes of different kinds — shoes 
and stockings and gloves, a warm coat and even an 
umbrella. On the pocket of the coat was fixed a paper 
on which was written: “To be worn every day — 
others will take its place when necessary.”
Miss Minchin was very troubled at this. It made 
her think strange things. Was it possible that she 
had made a mistake after all, and that the child, so 
neglected and toward whom she had acted so badly, 
had some strong friend behind her? It would not be 
pleasant if there should be such a friend, and he or 
she should learn all the truth about the thin, old 
clothes, the food which was hardly enough, the hard 
work. She felt very bad indeed and not sure of her­
self, and she looked at Sara quietly from the corners 
of her eyes.
“Well,” she said in a voice such as she had never 
used since the day the child lost her father, “well, 
someone is very kind to you. As you have the things 
and are to have new ones when they have become old, 
you may as well go and put them on; and after you 
are dressed, you may come downstairs and learn your 
lessons in the schoolroom.”
So it happened that about half an hour afterwards 
Sara filled the entire schoolroom of pupils with amaze­
ment by making her appearance in a costume such as 
she had never worn since her change of fortune after 
her father died. She hardly seemed to be the same 
Sara. She was nicely dressed in a pretty dress, and 
even her stockings and shoes were beautiful.
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“Perhaps some one has left her a fortune/’’ 
whispered one of the girls. “I always thought some­
thing would happen to her. She is so odd.”
That night when Sara went to her room, she car­
ried out a plan which she had been making for some 
time. She wrote a little letter to her unknown friend. 
It ran as follows:
“I hope you will not think it not polite that I should 
write this letter to you when you wish to keep your­
self a secret, but I do not mean to be rude, or try to 
find out, only I want to thank you for being so kind 
to me — so beautifully kind and making everything 
like a fairy story. I am so thankful to you, and I am 
so happy ! I used to be so lonely and cold and hungry, 
and now, oh, just think what you have done for me! 
Please let me say just these words. It seems as if 
I ought to say them. Thank you — thank you 
— thank you! THE LITTLE GIRL IN THE 
ATTIC.”
The next morning she left this on the little table, 
and it was taken away with the other things; so she 
was sure the unknown friend had received it, and she 
was happier for the thought.
A few nights afterwards a very odd thing hap­
pened. She found something in her room which she 
certainly never expected. When she came in as usual, 
she saw something small and dark in her chair — an 
odd, tiny figure, which turned toward her a little 
strange-looking face.
“Why, it’s the monkey,” she cried. “It’s the 
Indian Gentleman’s monkey! Where can he have come 
from?”
It w a s the monkey, sitting up and looking so like 
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a little child that it really was quite sad to see it; and 
very soon Sara found out how he happened to be in 
her room. The skylight was open, and it was easy to 
guess that he had crept out of his master’s attic win­
dow, which was only a few feet away, and quite easy 
to get in and out of, even for a climber not so good as 
a monkey. He had probably crept out of his attic on 
a tour, and, getting out upon the roof and seeing the 
light in Sara’s window, had crept in. Well, there he 
was, and when Sara went to him, he put out his odd 
little hands, caught her dress and jumped into her 
arms.
“Oh, you poor, ugly, strange, little thing!” said 
Sara. “I can’t help liking you; you have such a lost 
look in your face. Perhaps you are sorry you are so 
ugly, and it’s always on your mind. I wonder if you 
have a mind?”
The monkey sat and looked at her while she 
talked, and seemed much interested in what she said 
if one could judge by his eyes and his forehead, and 
the way he moved his head up and down and held it 
and scratched it with his little hand. Upon the whole, 
he seemed pleased with Sara.
“But I must take you back,” she said to him, 
“though I’m sorry to have to do it.” She lifted him 
from her shoulder, put him on her knee and gave him 
a bit of cake. He ate it with great pleasure. “But 
I must take you home,” she said and took him in her 
arms to carry him downstairs. Nobody saw her on 
her way out, and soon she was standing on the Indian 
Gentleman’s front steps and the lascar had opened 
the door for her.
“I found your monkey in my room,” she said in 
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Hindustani. “I think he got in through the window.” 
The man began to thank her, but just as he was 
in the middle of his thanks, a voice was heard through 
the open door of the nearest room. The moment he 
heard it the lascar disappeared and left Sara holding 
the monkey.
It was not many moments, however, before he 
came back. His master had told him to bring Sara 
into the library. His master was very ill but he 
wished to see the little girl.
Sara thought this odd, but she had read stories of 
gentlemen from India who were very cross and liked 
to have everything as they wished. So she followed 
the lascar.
When she entered the room, the Indian Gentle­
man was lying on a long chair with many cushions 
under him. He looked very ill. His yellow face was 
thin and his eyes had sunk into his head. He gave 
Sara a strange look — as if he felt some great interest 
in her.
“You live next door?” he said.
“Yes,” answered Sara, “I live at Miss Minchin’s.”
“She keeps a boarding-school?”
“Yes,” said Sara.
“And you are one of her pupils?”
Sara did not know what to say for a moment.
“I don’t know really what I am,” she replied.
“Why not?” asked the Indian Gentleman.
“At first,” she said, “I was a pupil and a boarder ; 
but now —”
“What do you mean by ‘at first’?” asked the In­
dian Gentleman.
“When I was first taken there by my father.”
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“Well, what has happened since then?” said the 
sick man, looking at her as if he did not quite under­
stand.
“My father died,” said Sara. “He lost all his money, 
and there was none left for me — and there was no 
one to take care of me or pay Miss Minchin, so —”
“So you were sent up into the attic, and neglected, 
and made into a half-starved little slave!” said the 
Indian Gentleman. “That’s about it, isn’t it?”
Sara’s cheeks became red.
“There was no one to take care of me, and no 
money,” she said. “I belong to nobody.”
“What did your father mean by losing his money?” 
said the gentleman.
The red in Sara’s cheeks grew deeper, and she 
fixed her odd eyes on the yellow face.
“He did not lose it himself,” she said. “He had a 
friend he liked very much, and it was his friend who 
took his money. I don’t know how. I don’t under­
stand. He trusted his friend too much.”
She saw the man start — the strangest start — 
as if he had been suddenly frightened. Then he spoke 
very quickly.
“That’s an old story,” he said. “It happens every 
day, but sometimes those who are blamed — those who 
do the wrong — don’t mean it and are not so bad. 
It may happen through a mistake; they may not be so 
bad.”
“No,” said Sara, “but the suffering is just as bad 
for the others. It killed my father.”
The Indian Gentleman pushed aside some of the 
bright coverings he had on his legs.
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“Come a little nearer, and let me look at you,” he 
said.
His voice sounded very strange ; it sounded louder 
than before. Sara had an odd idea that he was afraid 
to look at her. She came and stood nearer, the monkey 
still holding tight to her and watching the lascar over 
her shoulder.
The Indian Gentleman’s restless eyes fixed them­
selves on her.
“Yes,” he said at last. “Yes; I can see it. Tell me 
your father’s name.”
“His name was Ralph Crewe,” said Sara. “Captain 
Crewe. Perhaps,” — a sudden thought came quickly 
into her mind — “perhaps you may have heard of him? 
He died in India.”
The Indian Gentleman fell back upon his cushions. 
He looked very weak, and seemed to have lost his 
breath.
“Yes,” he said, “I knew him. I was his friend. 
I meant no harm. If he had only lived he would have 
known. It turned out well after all. He was a fine 
young man. I was fond of him. I will make it right. 
Call — call the man.”
Sara thought he was going to die. The lascar 
stood by his master’s side in a moment. He seemed 
to know what to do. He lifted the gentleman’s head 
and gave him something to drink from a small glass. 
The Indian Gentleman lay breathing hard for a few 
moments, and then he spoke in a very tired voice to 
the lascar in Hindustani.
“Go for Carmichael,” he said. “Tell him to come 
here at once. Tell him I have found the child.”
When Mr. Carmichael arrived — it turned out that 
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he was no other than the father of the Large Family 
across the street, — Sara went home, taking the 
monkey with her. She did not sleep very much that 
night. Her thoughts kept her awake. She wondered 
what the Indian Gentleman meant when he said, “Tell 
him I have found the child.” “What child?” Sara 
kept asking herself. “I was the only child there; but 
how had he found me, and why did he want to find 
me? And what is he going to do, now that he has 
found me? Is it something about my father? Do I 
belong to somebody? Is he one of my relatives? Is 
something going to happen?”
But she found out the very next day in the morn­
ing, and it seemed that she had been living in a story 
even more than she imagined. First Mr. Carmichael 
came and saw Miss Minchin. And it appeared that he 
was not only the father of the Large Family but was 
also a lawyer and looked after the business of Mr. Car- 
risford — which was the Indian Gentleman’s name. 
As Mr. Carrisford’s lawyer, Mr. Carmichael had come 
to explain something strange to Miss Minchin. But, 
as the father of a large family, he had a very kind 
and loving feeling for children, and so, after seeing 
Miss Minchin alone, what did he do but go and bring 
across the square his motherly, rosy, warm-hearted 
wife, so that she herself might talk to the lonely little 
girl and tell her everything in the best and most 
motherly way.
Then Sara learned that a great change had come 
in her fortunes, for all the lost money had come back, 
and a great deal had even been added to it. It was Mr. 
Carrisford who had been her father’s friend and who 
had caused what seemed to be the loss of his money.
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But it so happened that after poor young Captain 
Crewe’s death, business had become better and proved 
to be so good that the Captain’s money had become 
more than double what it was. But Mr. Carrisford 
had been very unhappy. He had truly loved his poor, 
handsome, young friend, and the thought that he had 
caused his death had always troubled him and broken 
both his health and spirit. The worst of it had been 
that, when he first thought that he had lost both his and 
Captain Crewe’s money, he had gone away because he 
was not brave enough to tell the young man, and so 
he had not even known where the young soldier’s 
little girl had been placed. When he wanted to find 
her and pay the money back, he could discover nothing 
about her and he felt worse than ever. When he had 
taken the house next to Miss Minchin’s he had been 
so ill that he had for some time given up looking for 
Sara. His troubles and the climate of India had 
brought him almost to death’s door — indeed, he had 
not expected to live for more than a few months. 
Then one day the lascar had told him about Sara’s 
speaking Hindustani, and little by little he had begun 
to take a sort of interest in the child, though he had 
only seen her once or twice; he had not connected her 
with the child of his friend, perhaps because he was 
too weak to think much about anything. But the 
lascar had found out something about Sara’s unhappy 
life and about the attic. One evening he had really 
crept out of his attic window and looked into hers, 
which was very easy for him to do, because, as I have 
said, it was only on few feet away — and he told his 
master what he had seen, and in a moment of pity the 
Indian Gentleman had told him to take into the little 
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room such comforts as he could carry from one win­
dow to the other. And the lascar had been pleased 
with the work and had made his evening journeys 
across the few feet of roof, from attic window to attic 
window, without any trouble at all. He had watched 
Sara until he knew exactly when she would not be 
in her room and when she came back to it, and so he 
had been able to choose the best time for his work. 
His pleasure in what he was doing and his reports to 
his master had awakened the sick man’s interest in the 
little girl. It had given him, something to think of, 
which made him almost forget his pain. And at last, 
when Sara brought home the monkey, he had felt a 
wish to see her, and then her likeness to her father 
had done the rest.
“And now, my dear,” said good Mrs. Carmichael, 
“all your troubles are over, I am sure, and you are to 
come home with me, and I shall look after you as if 
you were one of my own girls; and we are so pleased 
to think that you will stay with us until everything is 
settled, and Mr. Carrisford is better. He was very 
weak last night, but we really think he will get well, 
now that all the trouble has been taken from his mind. 
And when he is stronger, I am sure he will be as kind 
to you as your own father would have been. He has 
a very kind heart and he is fond of children — and 
he has no family at all. But we must make you happy 
and rosy, and you must learn to play and run about, 
as my little girls do —”
“As your little girls do?” said Sara. “I wonder 
if I could. I used to watch them and wonder what it 
was like. Shall I feel as if I belonged to somebody?”
“Ah, my love, yes! — yes!” answered Mrs. Car-
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They sat by the fire together.
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michael; “dear me, yes!” And her motherly eyes grew 
quite wet, and she suddenly took Sara in her arms and 
kissed her. That very night, before she went to sleep, 
Sara had made friends with all the Large Family and 
they had a very pleasant time together. The girls 
wished to be with her all the time, and the little boys 
wished to be told about India; the second baby, with 
the short round legs, just sat and gazed at her and the 
monkey.
“I shall certainly wake up in a little while,” 
Sara kept saying to herself. “This one must be a 
dream. The other one turned out to be real; but this 
couldn’t be. But, oh! how happy I am!”
And even when she went to bed, in the bright, 
pretty room not far from Mrs. Carmichael’s own, and 
Mrs. Carmichael came and kissed her and put the 
coverings round her, she was not sure that she would 
not wake up in the attic in the morning.
Mr. Carrisford did not die but got well, and Sara 
went to live with him; and no real princess could have 
had a better life than she had. It seemed that the 
Indian Gentleman could not do enough to make her 
happy and to pay her back for the trouble she had 
had, and the lascar was her slave. As her odd little 
face grew brigther, it grew so pretty that Mr. Carris­
ford used to sit and watch it many an evening, as they 
sat by the fire together,
They became great friends, and they used to spend 
hours reading and talking together; and in a very 
short time there was no pleasanter sight to him than 
Sara sitting in her big chair on the opposite side of 
the fire, with a book on her knee, and her soft dark
4 Sara Crewe 
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hair falling over her cheeks. She had a pretty way 
of looking up at him suddenly, with a bright smile, and 
then he would often say to her:
“Are you happy, Sara?”
And then she would answer:
“I feel like a real princess, Uncle Tom.”
He had told her to call him Uncle Tom.
“There doesn’t seem to be anything left to ‘sup­
pose’,” she added.
The children of the Large Family were always 
coming to see Sara and the lascar and the monkey. 
Sara was as fond of them as they were of her. She 
soon felt as if she were one of the family and the 
companionship of the healthy, happy children was very 
good for her. They all thought her the cleverest of 
people, especially after they found out that she not 
only knew stories of every kind, and could make 
new ones at any moment, but that she could help with 
lessons, and speak French and German, and talk with 
the lascar in Hindustani.
It was rather unpleasant for Miss Minchin to see 
Sara doing so well and to feel that she had made a very 
bad mistake in acting toward Sara as she had done. 
She had even tried to make matters better by asking 
Sara to continue coming to her school.
“I have always been very fond of you,” she said.
Then Sara fixed her eyes upon her and gave her 
one of her odd looks.
“Have you?” she answered.
“Yes,” said Miss Minchin. “Amelia and I have 
always said that you were the cleverest child we. had 
with us, and I am sure we could make you happy.”
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Sara thought of the attic and the day her ears 
were boxed, and of that other day, that dreadful day 
when Miss Minchin had told her she belonged to no­
body, and she kept her eyes fixed on Miss Minchin’s 
face.
“You know why I would not stay with you,” she 
said.
And it seems that Miss Minchin did, for after that 
simple answer she did not say anything. She only sent 
in a bill for teaching and feeding Sara, and she made it 
large enough. And because Mr. Carrisford thought 
Sara would like to pay it, he paid.
She had been a month with Mr. Carrisford when 
he saw one evening that she sat a long time with her 
cheek on her hand looking at the fire.
“What are you thinking of, Sara?” he asked.
“I was remembering that hungry day and a child 
I saw,” she answered.
' “But there were great many hungry days,” said 
the Indian Gentleman, with a rather sad tone in his 
voice. “Which hungry day was it?”
“I forgot you didn’t know,” said Sara; “it was 
the day I found the things in my attic.”
And then she told him the story of the buns and 
the four-pence, and the child who was hungrier than 
herself.
“I was supposing a kind of plan,” said Sara when 
she had finished; “I was thinking I would like to do 
something.”
“What is it?” he asked in a low tone. “You may 
do anything you like to do.”
“I was wondering,” said Sara. “You know, you 
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say I have a great deal of money, and I was wondering 
if I could go and see the baker-woman and tell her 
that if, when hungry children come and sit on the 
steps or look in at the window, she would just call 
them in and give them something to eat, she might 
send the bills to me and I would pay them. Could I 
do that?”
“You shall do it to-morrow morning,” said he.
“Thank you,” said Sara; “you see, I know what 
it is to be hungry, and it is very hard when one can’t 
even pretend it away.”
The next morning a carriage stopped before the 
door of the baker’s shop, and a gentleman and a little 
girl got out, oddly enough, just as the baker-woman 
was putting a plate of hot buns into the window. When 
Sara entered the shop, the woman came forward and 
for a moment looked at her very hard.
“I’m sure I remember you, Miss,” she said, “and 
yet —”
“Yes,” said Sara, ’’once you gave me six buns 
for four-pence, and —”
“And you gave five of them to a beggar-child,” 
said the woman. “I’ve always remembered it. I 
couldn’t understand it at first. There are not many 
young people who notice a hungry face in that way, 
and I’ve thought of it many a time. Excuse me, Miss, 
but you look rosier and better than you did that 
day.”
“I am better, thank you,” said Sara, “and — and 
I am happier, and I have come to ask you to do some­
thing for me.”
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“Me, Miss!” cried the woman, “why, yes, Miss! 
What can I do?”
Then Sara told her plan to her and the woman 
listened with a very surprised look on her face.
“Why, of course ; it will be a pleasure to me, Miss,” 
said she.
Then the woman told Sara how she often used to 
see the hungry little girl and how the little girl told 
her how hungry she used to be.
“Oh, have you seen her since then?” asked Sara. 
“Do you know where she is?”
“I know,” said the woman. “She’s in that back 
room, now, and has been for a month, and a very good 
girl she’s going to turn out, and she’s a great help to 
me in the shop and in the kitchen.”
She stepped to the door of the little back room 
and spoke and the next minute a girl came out. And 
really it was the beggar-child, cleanly and neatly 
dressed, and looking as if she had not been hungry 
for a long time. She knew Sara at once and stood and 
looked at her as if she could never look enough.
“You see,” said the woman, “I told her to come 
when she was hungry, and when she came I gave her 
some work to do, and I found she was a good worker, 
and I began to like her, and so I’ve given her a place 
and a home, and she helps me and is as thankful as a 
girl can be. Her name’s Anne.”
The two children stood and looked at each other 
for a few moments. A new thought came into Sara’s 
head.
“Perhaps Mrs. Brown will let you give the buns 
and bread to the children,” said she; “perhaps you 
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would like to do it, because you know what it is to be 
hungry, too.”
“Yes, Miss,” said the girl.
Sara felt as if the girl understood her, though 
Anne said nothing more, and only stood and looked, 
and looked after her as she went out of the shop and 
got into the carriage and drove away.
Vocabulary.
Page 5.
Dull [cIaI] — igam 
square [skweo] — aivaltf plats 
alike [o'laik] — farnane, iilje-- 
fugune
sparrow pspærou] — ivarb-- 
lane
select [si'lekt] — iväljaivalitub 
arose [9'rouz] — touftS
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sharp [/a:p] — terane 
relative ['relotiv] — fugulane 
obliged [9'blaidgd] — funnitub 
boarding-school ['bo:di^sku:l]
— internaat
highly ['haili] — forgelt, £>äSti 
grand ['grænd] — tore, fuure» 
pärane
result [ri'sAlt] — tulemué 
bow [bou] — pael, feož 
feather [feöo] — fulg 
doll [dol] — nuff 
fishy [fi/i] — falafarnane
Page 7.
favourite [feiv(o)rit] — foofif, 
pailaps
procession [pro'se/n] — rongi- 
fäif
officer ['ofisoj — olpvitfer 
look after, to [Ink] — poolil- 
fema 
deceive, to, [di'skv] — petma 
rob, to, [rob] — toarastama, 
röötoima
Page 8.
advance, to [od'vams] — 
lähenema, aituma
slowly ['slouli] — piffamifi, 
aeglafelt
tight [tait] — tõtvažfi
angrily ['æ^grili] — ivilmfelt 
improve, to [im'pru:v] — 
täienbama
stupid ['stju:pid] — rumal 
mood [mu:d] — tuju, meeleolu 
suddenly ['sAdnli] — äfitfelt 
beggar ['begoj — f er jug
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quickly ['kwikli] — fiireSti 
French [frent/] — prantfufe
feel
polite [po'lait] — miifafag 
rude [ru:d] — harimatu, jäme 
punish, to [pAiii/] — farigtama 
manners pmænoz] — fombeb 
boarder pbo:do] — panfionär
Page 10.
gage, to [geiz] — tungimalt 
maatama
upstairs ['Ap'steoz] — ülemi­
sel forrai, trepift üleê 
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meant [ment] — tamatfcS 
bedroom ['bedrum] — maga­
mistuba
attic ['ætik] — pööning 
flight [fiait] — trepp 
furniture [fo:nit/o] — mööbel 
skylight ['skailait] — fatufe-
aten
footstool ['futstu:!] — jala- 
pint, järg
entirely [in'taioli] — täiesti 
school-room [zsku:lrum] —
toolituba
practise ['præktis] — harju­
tama
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accustomed to, to be [о'клз- 
tomd] — millegagi twin­
nub olema
comfortable ['kAmfotobl] — 
mugam
find out ['faindaut] — omas­
tama, paljastama
sly [si ai] — tarnal 
afterwards [a:ftowodz] — hib
jemini
affairs [ozfeoz] — aSjab, äri 
used to, to be [ju:zdto] — 
millegagi h^tjunub olema
pretend [pri'tend] — teefflema
Page 12.
sore [so:] — malutam, tunblit 
limp [limp] — lotm
starve [sta:v] — nälgima 
mile [mail] — miil (1609
meetrit)
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mud [mAd] — pori 
wept [wept] — nuttis 
pick up, to ['pikApj — tiles 
toftma
downstairs ['daun'steoz] — 
alumifel torral
make fun of, to — teilegi üle 
nalja heitma
poetry ['poitri] — luule, luu- 
letis
package ['pækidg] — patt
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wipe, to [waip] — pühtima
ABC children — eftmefe alg- 
toolitlaSfi Öpilafeb
handkerchief ['hærçkot/if] — 
taSlurätil
breathe, to [bri:ö] — hm= 
gama
Page 16.
really [rioli] — tõesti
admit [ed'mit] — tunnistama 
argument [a:gjumont] — 
mäibe, maibluS
Page 17.
odd [od] — ifeäralit, imelit 
especially [is'pe/(o)li] — eriti 
at once [æt'wAns] — otfetohe 
ill-natured [il'neii/od] — turi, 
pahafahtlit
fault [fo:lt] — miga, füü, etfituS 
pause [po:z] — peatuma 




wicked ['wikid] — find, l)alb 
fire-place ['faio-pleis] — famin 
princess [prin'ses] — printfcfs 
box one’s ears, to [boks] —
fõrivafiilu anbma
Page 19.
immediately [i'mizdjotli] — 
otfefo^e, filmapilffclt
gravely pgreivli] — tõfifclt 
politely [po'laitli] — miifafalt 
gasp [ga:sp] — optima 
manner [mæno] — iviiš 
effect [i'fekt] — mõju
Page 20.
daring ['dsorirç] — julge 
attend to, to [o'tend] - tähele
panema
Page 21.
sticky [stiki] — fleeputo 
fog [fog] — ubu
of course ['ov'kois] — mui- 
bugi '
sympathy ['simpoAi] — faa£- 
tunne
umbrella [Am'brelo] — toim­
in aiva ri
baker ['beikoj — pagar 
bun [Ьлп] — iväife fat, ruffe! 
sixpence ['sikspons] — funs
penni
certainly ['so:tnli] — finblažti 
pick, to [pik] — ivalja ivalima
Page 22.
save [seiv] — pääftma
pavement ['peivmontj — 
fõnnitee
four-penny piece — a piece 
of money worth four pence
cheerful [t'/iof(u)l] — rÕÕmuš 
motherly ['mxõoli] — cmalif 
shiny ['/aini] — läifiiv 
currants [zkAr(o)nts] — forin- 
bib
faint [feint] — nõrf, jõuetu 
delightful [di'laitf(.u)l] — üli--
mÕnuS
cellar ['selo] — felber 
stream [strirrn] — ivool 
to and fro [tu(:) on'frou] -- 
ebafbtagafi
rag [ræg] — faltž, räbal 
bare [beo] — paljad, alasti 
muddy ['nudi] — porine 
peep, to [pi:p] — piuffuma, 
piiluma
Page 23.
neglected [ni'glektid] — l)oo- 
letuofe jaefub
policeman [po'li:smon] — 
politfeinif
share, to [/so] — jagama
Page 24.
good-natured ['gud'neit/od] — 
l;eafübamlif, ßelbc
to be obliged to — tänulif 
olema
Page 26.
curl up, to [ko:l] — rõngake 
tõmbuma
suffering ['sAf(o)ri?;] —- fan-- 
natuž 
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tears [ti:oz] — pifarab 
eye-lid ['ailid] — ftlmalaug 
stuff [stAf] — toppima 
savage psævidg] — metsini­
mene
good-bye Igud'bai] — jutna- 
laga, peab aega
Page 27.
whisper, to [hwispo] — fofis- 
tarna
usually [ju:zu(o)li] — tama- 
lifelt
Page 28.
tiny [taini] — tillule 
stout [staut] — tüfc 
rosy prouzi] — roofiline, roofa
Page 29.
overcoat pouvokout] — palitu 
parrot ['pæret] — papagoi 
India pindid] — 3nbia 
monkey [zmv^ki] — apm 
cocoa-nut pkoukonvt] — too--
toSpäptel
swing, swung, to [swhj, 
swat?] — liituma, toituma 
lascar plæsko] — pinbu tee­
nija
faithful [fei6f(u)l] — truu
Page 30.
adventure [od'vent/o]— feitluS 
Hindustani [hindu'stæni] —
pinbuStani teel
greet, to [gri:t] — tcrivitama 
bow [bau] — tummarbuS 
shutter p/Xto] — atnaluut 
glance, to [glams] — maata- 
ma, piitu peitma
furnished pfomi/t] — fifuS- 
tatub
Page 31.
temper ['tempo] — palb tuju 
sharply p/a:pli] — tcramalt 
work off, to [wo:k] — lapu- 
tama
Page 32.
lonely plounli] — iitfilbane 
blazing pbleizh?] — leegitfetv 
brass [bra:s] — maft 
kettle ['ketlj — fatel 
hiss [his] — fififema 
boil, to [boil] — feetma 
rug [rAg] — poranbamaip 
saucer [so:so] — aluStafS 
tea-pot [ti:pot] — teetann 
robe [roub] — pommitutuub 
fairyland pfeorilænd] — mui­
nasmaa
Page 33.
surely ['/noli] — tinblaSti, 
tingimata
fairy pfeori] — palbjaS 
fairy-story — muinasjutt
Page 35.
slipper [slipo] — bating, tuptvel 
tasty ['teisti] — maitfem 
utmost pAtmoust] — äärmu- 
font, miimfc tvoimalufcni
enjoy, to [in'dgoi] — nautima 
cease [si:s] — lattama
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discovery [dis'kAv(o)ri] — 
amaštuš
Page 36.
eastern ['i:ston] — ibamaine 
unusual [Aiizju:5u(9)l] — eba-- 
tamaline
to keep on — jätfama
wildly ['waildli] — metfifult
Page 37.
mantel [mæntl] — lamina- 
fim£
fan [fæn] — lefnvif
cushion ['ku/in] — fol;ma-- 
pabi "
sofa ['soufo] — biiman, fo^ma 
diamond [daiomond]— teemant
Page 38.
cruel [kruil] — armutu, Õel 
romance [ro'mæns] — ro-- 
mantifa '
addressed [o'drest] — abreS- 
feeritub
Page 39.
eagerly [zi:goli] — innufalt 
stocking [stoki^] — fuff 
glove [glAv] — finnaš 
badly pbædli] — fialmaSti 
amazement [o'meizmont] —
imeštuš, Ijämmaštuš 
nicely f'naisli] — fenašti
Page 40.
beautifully [zbju:tof(u)li] — 
ilufašti
thankful ['0ærçkf(u)l] — tä= 
nulif
Page 41.
crept [kreptj — roomaS, roo- 
mafib
tour [tuo] — ringreis
judge, to [dsAdg] — armuS- 
tania, otfuštama
scratch [skræt/j — fratfima
Page 42.
cross [kros] — pavane
sunk [sA»/k] — majuS, langes
Page 43.
aside [o'said] — formal, for­
male
slave [sleiv] — ori
Page 44.
restless ['restlis] —- rafnitu
Page 45.




prove, to [pru:v] — ofufuma 
spirit ['spirit] — l;ing, maim 
give up, to — loobuma 
climate ['klaimit] — ilmaStif, 
fliima
little by little — mäf>cf>aamal 
connect, to [ko'nekt] — it^eu- 
bama
Page 47.
likeness ['laiknis] — farnafuS 





healthy phelQi] — ferlve
Pago 51.
dreadful pdredf(u)l) — folc, 
outme
Pago 52. 
oddly [odli] — imelifult
Pago 53. 
neatly pniltli] — fenagti, 
forralifult
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48) Paul Keller: Der Ausflug. 32 lk. Hind 40 senti.
49) Les trois ours. Les trois petits cochonnets. 24 lk. Hind 35 senti.
50) Oscar Wilde: The Devoted Friend. 40 lk. Hind 45 senti.
51) Thomas Hardy: The Three Strangers. 69 Ik. Hind 75 senti.
52) Friedebert T u g 1 a s: Popi ja Huhuu. 36 lk. Hind 40 senti.
53) Oliver Cromwell. From Gardiner’s History of England.
70 Ik. Hind 75 senti.
54) W aide m a г В о n s e 1 s: Die Biene Maja. 110 lk. Hind 95 senti, 
55) Eduard M ö r i к e: Mozarts Reise nach Prag. 72 lk. Hind 70 s. 
56») Eduard Wilde: Külmale maale. 114 lk. Hind 135 senti.
57) Theodor Storm: Pole Poppenspäler. 80 lk. Hind 125 senti,.
58) H ermann S udermann: Frau Sorge. 160 lk. Hind 150 senti.
59) Waldemar В о n s e 1 s: Bilder aus Indien. (Indienfahrt).
64 lk. Hind 90 senti.
60) Jonathan Swift: Gulliver’s Travels. 40 Ik. Hind 60 senti.
61) P. Rosegger: Als dem kleinen Maxel das Haus niederbrannte. 
32 lk. Hind 45 senti.
62) G. F. Meyer: Gustav Adolfs Page. 112 lk. Hind 150 senti.
63) M. Hunnius: Aus Heimat mid Fremde. 75 lk. Hind 120 senti.
64) Reineke Fuchs. 47 lk. 9 joonist. Hind 50 senti.
65) Walter Scott. Ivanhoe. 76 lk. Hind 80 senti.
66) F. H. В u r n e 11: Sara Crew. 60 lk. 4 joonist. Hind 60 senti.
Hind 60 senti.
